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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 

Originally written in 2001, this is my "fun" revisionist history about the making of DSo#, as in real life the 
lads were rather a bit dour and understated when it came to such labors. | owe a great debt to the following 
sources: Pink Floyd: Live at Pompei, the Classic Albums DSot™ episode, John Harris’ excellent book about the 
making of the album, and Nick's memoir hside Out. Also: because back then | was writing a fair bit of slash, the 
relationship in this one is Roger/David. 


"| think we should move in a more conceptual direction," Roger asserted, looking into his tea cup as if it 


contained some augury. 
"You always say that," David countered, with equal fervor. 
"Yes but, | really believe it's the only way for us to go, especially if I'm the one to be writing all the lyrics." 


"You said you wanted to write all the lyrics." 


A cloud of smoke and faint rancor hung over Nick's kitchen table. He stared out the French doors which led to 


the garden and wondered why he let Roger talk him into having everyone over for a meeting. 
"But what would it be about?" Rick asked. 
"Is got to be about people, y'know? The things we all go through. Like an empathetic theme," Roger replied. 


"And what do you go through? You're a musician. There's already too many songs about that." David said in a 


dismissive fashion. 


It doesn't have to be so specific. It can be about more nebulous things, | mean, we worked out a theme on the 


life cycle, it can be like that." 


Roger was referring to their past-performed, but never recorded, work entitled "The Man and The Journey," 


which was an attempt to musically conceptualize the passage from birth to death. 
"So then, birth to death" 

"Well death is a good one. But no, the things we all think about. Like money: 

David paused, a cup of tea halfway to his mouth. ‘Hmm’ 

"And how people feel about things like death, and getting older. Injustice.” 


"All the injustices of life," Rick said softly. Roger and David exchanged a glance, a private reference regarding 


the delicate flower of their ensemble. 
"le been thinking about it, the pressure, how it can . well, drive people crazy." 


At the last word out of Roger's mouth they all grew silent, looking in different directions. David lit the 


cigarette he had been toying with for nearly half an hour, a sure sign he was feeling uncomfortable. 
The fire went out of the debate at that moment, with David sighing and assenting that it was at least a start. 
He and Roger began talking football and Rick asked Nick if he had any interior paint left over in his shed, as 


Juliette had worked herself into a redecorating frenzy of late. 


After they said their good-byes, David stopped Roger on the street just short of his car, making certain they 


were out of possible earshot. 
"Is that what you think happened?" 


It wasn't necessary for Roger to inquire as to the subject. David found the look in his eyes to be strange. 


"| dunno. But I've been thinking about it a lot lately. How it happens. And why." 
"Its not our fault," David insisted. 
"Maybe not. But | wonder all the same." 


They looked at one another for reassurance, but their mutual guilt didn't alleviate any of the burden they 


carried out of a sense of desperate duty to a forfeit past. 


impossible tasks 


Author's Notes: 
This is the type of "missing scenes" stuff | like to do. 


David played the backing track for Dick over tea. 


"So here -" he indicated, stopping the tape so he could replay a particular passage, "- is where we want your 


solo. Like the cartoon | was telling you about” 
Dick grimaced, setting down his cup and saucer. "Uh, are you sure it goes there?" 


"Yeah, first instrumental break,” David replied, tilting his head to the right and giving his friend a peculiar smile, 


almost this side of sardonic. 

"In 1/8" 

"Right" 

Dick sighed, picked up his cup and took a slow sip. 
"What's wrong?" 


"IFs just -" He set the cup back down, trying to figure out how he was going to explain to someone who did 


not play saxophone the difficulties of soloing in strange time signatures. 


"What?" David asked again, his voice rising to an almost childlike modulation. He was willing himself not to laugh, 


knowing he was asking something very challenging of his friend. 

"Well, | usually play on the beat, is all." 

David put his hand on Dick's arm, gave it a squeeze. 

Oh there he goes with the unconscious seduction, Dick thought, though he also speculated that David was fully 
aware of his powers of attraction, even to the most moral and upright of men Looking into those shining blue 
eyes must surely be akin to a pair of oncoming headlights for a small animal in the dark. 


‘I've got faith in you, mate." 


Dick let out a breathy chuckle. "Of course you do. You're not the one who has to play the bloody solo!" 


"Right then, ladies," Alan intoned over the talkback mic, “let's take it from the top then, please." 


The "girls," however, had an attack of the giggles and weren't readily willing to cooperate with the engineer 
they delighted in teasing for his youthful appearance. 


"Here, let me try," Roger offered. "Miss Doris," he said in his best gentlemanly manner, "what seems to be the 
matter, luv?" 


‘lm sorry Mr. Roger," she said, purposefully drawling, "but when that child there tries to give us orders | just 


can't be serious." 

They fell onto one another then, peals of laughter echoing around the live room. 

"We're trying to do right by the lad, you see," he continued, his earnest manner causing everyone in the 
control room, including the target of his lampooning, to laugh as hard as the women in the vocal booth. "Giving 
him a proper job and all 


"A philanthropist, you are," Nick interjected. He and Rick raised their cups in tribute. 


‘Oh let's not start the beatification just yet," David retorted. He leaned into the mic. "Now girls, much as we 


love to have you around every moment of the day, we've got to get this done, alright?" 
"Okay Mr. Davidl" they answered in union. 

"See?" he said, adorably smug, "I know how to motivate people." 

Roger muttered something unintelligible as he motioned for Peter to cue the prompt. 
"What's that?" 

‘| said, ‘OF course you do, pretty boy." 

"Are you accusing me of trading on my looks?" 

| wouldn't call it ‘trading’ but whatever you like." 

"We're ready now!" Barry called out. 


"Uh yes, task at hand and all that," Alan said. 


"Are you still here?" Roger asked, "I thought for sure the bobbies had already come to take you back to 


school." 


It took another twenty minutes before everyone had stopped laughing long enough to attempt another take. 


accidental inspiration 


Author's Notes: 
Hopefully all the Easter Eggs in this one are enjoyable! 


David sat in the live room of Studio One, cradling his beloved Strat in his lap, his fingers seeming to stroke the 
strings of their own accord. Though he was playing aimlessly, he knew Roger was watching him, only pretending 
to write. If he came up with something interesting his observer was likely to remember. After a while he 
heard a subtle electronic hum which meant Roger had turned on the talkback mic. 

"Hey." 

"Yeah?" 

"So what do you want for your birthday, then?" 

A grin as the easy answer came. "More guitars!" 

"| mean what do you want from me." 

He looked up through the glass and held Roger's gaze for a moment, giving him a sly smile. He remembered 
once his mother remarking to one of her sisters, "Ah, butter wouldn't melt in his mouth now would it, a smile 
like that?" The two of them had clucked their tongues and he could only hold his own against the tide of adult 
consensus. 

"Can't say, really.” 

"Can't say because you don't know?" 

"Can't say here, | mean" 

"Can't you?" Roger smirked. "Must be a right doozy then" 

David laughed quietly, plucking a few chords. 

"How ‘bout a party? A veritable bacchanalia," Roger suggested. 


"With naked women" 


"And grapes. And everyone in togas." 


"Ha, you'd look like a hatstand in a toga." 

‘Oh and you'd be Nero then" 

David's lips twisted in a perturbed pout. "Not quite. Marc Antony, | daresay." 
"Hal" Roger replied in a parody of David's earlier response. 
"Adrian said | had Classical features." 

I'm sure he did. One only wonders what else he said." 
"Steady on, he said the same of you." 

"Merely to deflect his true agenda, l'm certain 

"I doubt he has designs on me. His girlfriend is quite pretty.” 
"You tend to confuse people, you know. Without even trying." 
‘Is that what you are, then? Confused?" 

"L am bloody stymied at the moment." 

"Last verse being a right bastard?" 

"Absolutely." 

"Ill tell you what | want later, alright?" 

"Provided there is a later." 

"There's always a ‘later,’ Rog. Time being what it is, and all." 
Roger looked up with a vaguely astounded expression 
"Bloody hell.” 

"What?" 


"Quiet now, l'm having an inspiration." 


David grinned and decided now would be as good a time as any to go grab a cuppa. 


As Roger twisted the knobs on the Synthi A, modulating the pitch of the sound he had produced, David was 
fascinated by the sight of his pale long arms, the veins standing out in sharp relief. 


"Hmm," he murmured, running a calloused finger across a nearby patch of skin 
"What?" Roger asked, without pause. 
"You've punters’ arms." 


Roger looked down, then grunted. "I haven't been out on the river in donkey's years. What are you -" he 


stammered, stepping away, as the instrument went into feedback. 

"What?" David looked into his eyes and smiled. "| rather fancy your arms." 
"Built like a bricklayer, you are," Roger teased, prodding him with a long finger. 
"Only just. Actual hard labor and | might hurt myself." 

"Can't afford to damage those hands, can we?" 

David placed one of them around Roger's forearm. "Not if you want me to be successful. At anything," 
"Oh thats no good," Roger interjected, turning away and defusing the moment. 
"What?" David asked, leaning in close and looking over the other's shoulder. 
"That sequence. It won't fit with the others." 

David shrugged. "Then do another one. You got rid of mine quick enough." 

"You are eternally paranoid, Mr. Gilmour." 

| wouldn't say that's what | am at the moment." 

"Where's Alan, anyway?" Roger asked, looking around, suddenly skittish. 

"Sent him home." 


"And the lads?" 


"Them too." 

"So what are we doing here, then?" 

"You're fiddling with that thing. l'm waiting for you to come have a drink" 

"Or five." 

"Not too many. | might forget where my flat is.” 

"Not likely, | know what you're on about" 

"If that's true then why are we still here?" 

"Because | enjoy torturing you." 

"Since the day we bloody met." He clapped Roger on the shoulder then began walking out of the room. 
"Just one more try." Roger called out to his retreating figure. 


"Get on with it then, but you'd better hope some old poofter doesn't waylay me at the pub, my patience is 


thinner than you are." 

"Christ Dave, you act as though you haven't shagged in a year." 

"Any time longer than a day is long enough. Where's my jacket, then?" 
"Saints preserve us, give me five fucking minutes!" 


"That's what /m asking for!" He paused to consider, the tip of his tongue emerging from the lush bed of his 
mouth. "Well, slightly more than five minutes, perhaps." 


Roger rolled his eyes, then sighed and turned off the device. As he passed by the doorway and a smirking 


bandmate he muttered "You are the absolute limit sometimes." 
‘lm thirsty, is what | am. Let's be off" 


Upon their ultimate departure the doorman unlocked the main entrance with a show of surprise. "Thought 


you'd gone home with the others." 


"| always need to remind this one that he doesn't actually live here," David teased. 


Roger ignored the jab. "Night then, Gerry." 
"Good evenin to ya, gents." 


"IIl tell you one thing," Roger said, as they hurried down the steps, bundling themselves against the sudden 
onslaught of cold air. 


"Tell me one thing, Rog” 

"| wouldn't want to be meeting Gerry in the dark Did you listen to his tape yet?" 

"No. Why?" 

"He's a bit squirrelly, that one” 

"Hmm. What about me - do you want to meet me in the dark?" 

"Steady on, strumpet. Let's get a couple pints in me before you start asking the difficult questions" 


The way in which David snickered made Roger laugh as well, all tensions of the day suddenly vanished into that 


apparent and referenced darkness. 


Adrian was holed up in a Paris editing room in his most typical pose, hunched over the viewfinder of a 
Steenbeck, watching a sequence he had already seen twenty times, waiting for a particular moment to make 
itself known. He often thought the way in which film spoke to him was like being mugged: a certain shot would 
literally throttle his mind, leave him stunned. 


The sequence itself was considered by the participants to be nothing special, just the members of Pink Floyd 
sitting in the EMI canteen at Abbey Road Studios eating their dinner. Conversation was sparse until two things 
happened: Nick Mason embarked upon a quest for apple pie, and Steve O'Rourke held a rather contentious 
conversation with Roger Waters. The first part was endlessly fascinating to Adrian, given that Nick appeared a 
man of overall equanimity. One would have never imagined him to have such an unusual fixation. But the second 
part drew his specific attention at that moment. One could hear O'Rourke having it on with Waters, referring 
to him as "God Almighty,” at which Roger launched into a lecture with the ease of the truly opinionated. Seated 
on his left - almost on top of him, actually - was David Gilmour, occasionally sipping from a cup of tea He did 
the sort of fidgeting one does when bored or fatigued, as well as held up a book for the camera, some kind of 
art tome, Adrian recalled. However, when Roger began his treatise on what makes a good producer Adrian was 
secretly amused that his camera was able to capture a decidedly non-diplomatic response: Gilmour rolling his 
eyes, the unspoken refrain of oh here he goes again It was almost imperceptible, but the guitarist had 
particularly expressive eyes. Adrian did not recall any specific friction when working with the band the previous 


year (despite his best efforts to uncover any) and the two men seem completely at ease, altogether familiar, 


as the camera slowly tracked the tableau. And yet. . that look - a look which walked the tightrope between 
frustration and indulgence - Adrian wondered if it was too personal a moment to include. He supposed he could 
cut to a different reaction shot and yet. . that specific reaction, completely unnoticed by the person for whom 
it was meant, was the essence of true documentary filmmaking. It's all about the small moments, providing 
context and subtext to the overall subject. 


Though exactly what type of subtext he wasn't entirely sure. 


It had been a busy morning for Storm - yelling at three assistants to help him get the cover mock-ups ready 
to show to his principle client - he caused one of them to burst into tears as they were loading the boards 
into his Saab. 

"If anything's bent I'll have your head!" he raged. Two of them refused to go to the studio with him, merely 
walked back into the building owned by Hipgnosis probably with the intention of quitting. But Storm was nervous 
and when he was nervous he tended to take it out on everyone around him. Such was the price of artistic 
intensity, he believed. 

After arriving at Abbey Road he and the remaining assistant spent nearly an hour getting all the mock-ups 
set up in Studio Three - Storm making a few last-minute adjustments - then he poked his head next door and 
told his friends to come have a look. 

Pleasantries were exchanged, offers of tea, and a bit of teasing, then the band stood in the center of the 
circle of tables, looking at each design. The moment seemed endless and yet it couldn't have lasted more than 
ninety seconds. 


"That one," they said, nearly in unison, pointing to the prism. 


"Yes well, | thought that might be a good way to represent what Rick was suggesting, but here, take a look at 
this one, | think it's particularly-" 


"We need to get back to work, we want that one," David insisted, pointing again at the band's unanimous choice. 
"Excellent job, lad," Roger said, and left the room. 

"You've done it again!" Nick enthused, following him out. 

"It will look good on a t-shirt, don't you think?" David asked rhetorically as he walked by. 

"Exactly what | was thinking!" Rick concluded, clapping him on the shoulder. 


Storm was beaming with accomplishment. In an empty room. 


"Well there was no argument there," the flunky observed. 
Storm ran out into the hallway. 


"Wait, that's it? So we're sure we want the prism? Guys?!" he cried. 


money and other distractions 


Author's Notes: 

| especially like Parsons' story regarding how he was an utter failure at the "Speak To Me" game, as it were, 
so | couldn't resist including a recreation of that. According to my research, those are the actual questions 
which were asked of the participants. And due to the formatting quirks of the archive, the title of this 


chapter should actually read: "money" and other distractions. 


Roger entered the control room of Studio Three and noticed David was in the vocal booth. 

"So what's this?" he asked Alan who sat before the mixing desk, fingers poised over the faders. 

"He didn't like the first take." 

‘It's going to be processed anyway, what's the difference?" 

Alan shrugged. 

All they could hear was the vocal, the guide track was being piped directly into David's headphones. Once he 
sang the last line Roger expected he would signal for the playback to stop, but David continued on with various 
vocalizations, his eyes closed, clearly enjoying himself. 

"What, is he bleedin Ella Fitzgerald now?" Roger sniped. 


"| didn't know he could hit a high note like that," Alan remarked. 


"Stop the tape," Roger commanded. Once Alan indicated that he had done so, he turned on the talkback mic. 


David was giving him an annoyed look. 

"What?" he asked. 

"Are you quite through in there?" 

"| wasn't really, no." 

‘| see. Well let's just leave it for now, shall we? We've got to finish the transition today." 
"Did it sound okay, Alan?" David asked, seeming to ignore Roger. 


"Great," Alan replied. 


"That end stuff has got to go," Roger retorted. 

"What's wrong with it then?" 

"All that warbling, its quite disturbing." 

"Says the man who can't actually sing." 

Alan had to resist the urge to hide under the console. It was difficult to know when they traded gibes whether 
it was bound to escalate to something less verbal. He had never known two people who seemed so completely in 
sync to spend an equal amount of time taking the piss. It appeared to go beyond mere teasing very quickly. 
David took off his headphones and entered the control room. 

"Play it back," he instructed Alan, who obliged. 

As they listened to the dry vocal for "Money," Roger began to understand that Dave was right. This 
performance contained something the previous take did not: a certain sneering attitude which enforced the 
inherent sarcasm of the lyrics. It would be typified as "snotty" within a certain context, a tone one didn't often 
hear in a popular song. But there was something sexy about it as well. He continued to cringe at the way Dave 
drew out the next-to-the-last word in each bridge, but Dave insisted it was the only way he could make it fit 
within the meter, which was odd to begin with. And he did his best to imbue it with a kind of bluesy rasp, in 


keeping with the spirit of Roger's original demo. After playback was done, he gave the singer a slight smile. 


"That's all right then," David remarked, leaning back in the chair and clasping his hands atop his head. Roger 
shifted uncomfortably in his seat. 


"So shall we start with the effects, then? Or did you want to work on something else?" Alan inquired 
"Why don't you figure that out, hmm?" Roger said. "Dave and | will return momentarily" 

"What?" David asked, confused, as Roger jerked his head towards the exit 

"C'mon then," Roger ordered, getting up from his chair 


David gave Alan a shrug and followed his bandmate out of the control room. Roger made his way up the 


corridor, looking around. 
"What?" David asked again as he suddenly stopped short behind the other. 


Roger glanced both ways, then quickly opened a nearby door and pulled David into a storage closet, locking it 
behind him. 


David was momentarily stunned, his eyes adjusting to the darkness. All he could hear was Roger's heavy 
breathing and his own rapid heartbeat. 


"What's gotten into you then?" he finally asked in a whisper. 

"You're a sexy git," Roger whispered back. "Now hush." 

Sharp angularity in David's hands as their mouths met. The rasp of beard, taste of cigarettes and tea, specific 
male odors. Roger's teeth grazed David's bottom lip and David licked the inside of Roger's mouth, then across 
the lips and onto his face. Roger's mouth sought David's jaw, running his lips across it then down to the neck. 
His hands moved under David's shirt, rubbing his thumbs against the nipples. David moaned softly and pulled 
Roger closer, his hands moving across his back and into his hair. Roger pushed David up against the wall with a 
soft thud, pulling at his shirt. David grabbed Roger's shoulders and kissed him roughly yet again, their teeth 
nearly collided in the throes of their enthusiasm. Roger made short work of David's buttons and eased his 
hand inside the jeans, finding someone to be more than halfway to aroused. 

"Wait," David breathed, "let me -" 

"No," Roger said, holding him in place. "l'm rewarding you for a job well done." 

"What's that?" David asked, barely audible as Roger ran long fingers up his cock. 


"Your vocal. It was perfect, you were right. And when you're right you drive me wild." 


He growled the last sentence directly into David's ear, who responded by pulling at Roger's hair and kissing 
anywhere his lips met flesh. 


Voices were suddenly heard outside the door, and they froze in mid-grope. 
"Have you seen Roger and David?" It was Peter, Alan's assistant. 


"Well they're not in the canteen," Nick replied. "Have you checked outside? Dave doesn't like to go too long 
without sunlight.” 


"Oh. No | hadn't thought of that," Peter replied. "I'll have a look then" 
Then came the sound of footsteps receding. 
"Hmm," they heard Nick say to himself, "S'pose I'll go see what's on the Beeb.’ 


"Lazy bastard," Roger whispered, and David pinched him. 


"Ouch!" 

"You were rewarding me, as | recall?" 

"Maybe we should -" 

"Oh no no no, Rog. Don't start what you can't finish." 

The taunt was spur enough and Roger pushed David against the wall yet again, using both hands this time, slick 
with spit, to arouse his honoree: one fervently stroking his cock and the other sliding inside the other side of 
his pants to stroke and lightly probe between the cheeks of his pert arse. When David hit his own head with a 


less than muffled thump as he squirmed in Roger's embrace, and his panting response became a litany of oh oh 
oh oh Roger smiled in the darkness and whispered, "That's all right then, hmm?" 


"Just one more time, alright? | want to make sure it's the best we can do." 


David did not stir from his position at the very edge of the console, slouched down, chin resting atop his folded 
hands. At that point he didn't think he could move. 


"Alright," he mumbled in response, his eyes closed. 

Roger played the four-track recording of the sound effects which introduced "Money." They listened to the 
sounds "walk" around the room and couldn't help but smile at their combined cleverness: Roger and Nick both 
creating and finding the actual sounds, and David having an epiphany regarding how to get it all to sync up to 
the correct time signature. The loop spooled for several minutes, Roger listening intently and singing the bass 
line aloud. 

"It fits," David finally said. 

"Yeah, | guess | was -" 

The control room suddenly went dark, though the tape continued to play. 


Fuckin’ hell" Roger yelled, jumping up. 


"It is time, gentlemen" The studio manager stood in the doorway scowling. "We are not available for your 


endless indulgence." 
David reached over and pressed the stop button. "Sorry Mr. Stagge, we'll be going.” 


"You get your money either way, what does it matter?" Roger demanded. 


It matters, Mr. Waters, because this is not a private folly. This is a business and it has standard operating 


hours. You're being right rude to keep me from my own home!" 


Roger opened his mouth to deliver another acidic retort, but David put a hand on his shoulder and whispered 
ssshhhh He then took the tape out of the machine and placed it among the other masters. 


"Ill be waiting at the door," Mr. Stagge informed them. 


"IIl tell you one thing," Roger said, putting on his coat with angry motions, "we'll bloody well get our own studio 


when we can afford it.” 


"We better hope this record makes the money to build it then,’ David wryly noted, "because otherwise we'll 


have to sell some gear." 


Roger pretended to have a heart attack and as David laughed they heard another sharply-intoned Gentleman! 
from down the hall. 


"You'd think this was a bloody museum the way he acts," Roger sniped. 
"It does have history," David said, holding the door open for his bandmate. "And we're part of it now." 
"Yeah, in the books for the greatest number of times to get on the wrong side of the management." 


"Well it's a start," David quipped, as the angry face of Mr. Stagge came into view once more. 


"Alan Parsons, speak to me," Roger intoned, completely deadpan, though Alan couldn't help but laugh as he sat 


on a stool in the vocal booth of Studio Two, a stack of cards before him upon a music stand. 


"Yes sir, | am just going to keep talking until you tell me to stop. Lovely weather we're having, isn't it? | saw on 


the telly Arsenal won their last match, you must be happy ‘bout that" 
“Alright, I've got it," Roger broke in. "Go ‘head and pick up the first card." 


What is your favorite color? 


"Uh. . blue, | suppose." 


What is your favorite food? 


"| rather like a good rib of beef, upon occasion" 


Three more questions, all of them trivial. Roger had stopped listening to Alan, just watched the levels on the 


display. 


When was the last time you were violent? 
"| don't believe I've ever truly been violent. I've been in shouting matches and such, perhaps I've shoved a 


punter if he was after my bird, but | don't think I've ever actually Ait anyone’ 


Why did you become violent? 


"As I've said, | don't believe I've ever truly resorted to violence." 
Roger sighed. Christ this kid was prissy. Typical bof fin 


Were you in the right? 


‘Ive always had a good reason for being angry, | believe." 


Do you ever think you're going mad? 


"I have those moments quite often lately, | find." 
Though he was likely to get in trouble for that quip, he couldn't resist. 


Do you ever think about death? 


"Yes well, everyone does, don't they?" 


Are you atraid of dying? 


"| suppose | am. If | found myself in a perilous situation then I'd be very afraid, | imagine." 


Roger spun around in the chair, Alan caught sight of him even through the murk of the control room and 


grimaced. /m blowing if, aren't I? 


Whats The Dark Side of the Moon all about? 
Alan froze. What was this bloody record all about indeed? He understood it was all something to do with the 
larger questions in life, thoughts of mortality and madness, respecting one's fellow man, the desire for success 


and for peace. He took a breath and began to answer the question 


"The dark side of the moon is that place where we stop relating to one another, and all the evil elements of 
society can then take over, as you note in ‘Us and Them, then there is violence, and hatred, and neglect. When 
we focus on the things which divide society, then that is what leaves us in the darkness, one might say. So it 
is important to acknowledge the dark side, even as we endeavor to stay in the light." 


“Alright lad, you're done, thank you." 
Alan sighed. He had reached a point where it seemed nothing he did was entirely satisfactory, although his 


employers were not known for their generosity when it came to encouragement. But at least they used to 
collectively mock him rather than freeze him out with silence. Roger had developed the most unnerving habit 


of merely staring at him when he asked for feedback regarding a particular engineering strategy. David would 


normally answer straight away, although he could be sharply sarcastic when he was of a mind. 


When Alan re-entered the control room Roger was already gone. He rewound the tape and listened to it, 
cringing at the sound of his own voice, which was full of awkward pauses and an annoying stammer. He didn't 
imagine his take would be used, but it would be a small slight; given the overall character of his contribution, 


and one should take credit wherever one could get it, after all. 


us vs. them 


Author's Notes: 
| think it was Steve O'Rourke who once commented that as much as Floyd could wound each other with their 
sarcasm, they were downright deadly when they teamed up against an interloper. And also, this chapter speaks 


specifically to my love of including secondary/peripheral characters in a narrative. 


Nick stuck his head in the doorway of Studio Two. "Python's onl" he announced. 


The rest of the band followed him out to the lounge. Alan and Peter remained in the control room, but took a 
moment to slouch in their chairs and rub their eyes. 


"| dreamt about ‘Us And Them’ last night," Peter confessed to his nominal boss. "I kept hearing it, like it just 
never stopped playing.” 


‘Sometimes | get my best ideas in a dream," Alan said, staring at the ceiling. 


"I wish they'd never dreamt up that bloody delay," Peter retorted. "Seems like we'll never get it right. And why 


does it need it anyway, particularly?" 


"Why don't we work on it now, you and me? | think we might actually accomplish something without the puppet 
show," Alan quipped. 


"Punch and Judy is right, never let those two have actual weapons." 


‘Oh sarcasm is effective enough, me boy. | swear | saw Gilmour bleeding the other night when Roger said his 
fingers were so thick he didn't need mittens in the winter." 


"| believe the term he used was ‘thick-fingered bastard; wasn't it?" 


They were careful to look around the room before breaking into uncontrolled laughter. 


"So who's going to break this tie, then?" Roger asked wearily. 
"You pick it, Rick," David entreated. 


Rick stood up and moved roughly center in their grouping. 


He pointed at Roger. "Georgie" 
A long-suffering sigh. 


Then David. "Porgy" 
David stuck his tongue out. 


Then himself. "Pudadin" 


Then Nick “Pie.” 


A round of chuckles. 


He pointed at David. "Kissed" 
A smack from the legendary lips. 


Then himself. “the” 


Then Nick. “girls” 
Nick smiled broadly. 


"and made them" 


Then Roger. ‘cry." 

The famous withering glance which could only exist courtesy of an abundance of flint-like bone structure. 
"Sod it," David proclaimed. "I'm choosing." 

"lm ith" Roger retorted. "It's been ordained." 

Nick did his best to imitate a chorus of angels. 

"Oh I'll Fucking ordain you," David countered. "I'm not eating at the fucking caf three bloody nights in a row!" 
"Fine, we'll go to that sodding Italian place where the meatballs might as well be made of lead!" 

| -" Nick began, and Rick all but clamped a hand over his mouth. 

"Fine then," David said, "last one seated has to buy the wine." 

Rick lagged behind in the wake of their departure, and Nick motioned to him with emphatic hand-waving. 
"C'mon then, you don't want to front the vino, do you?" 


"You've seen Dave run, haven't you? I'm not worried." 


"Ah. And why did you stop me? | don't particularly like spaghetti and such." 


Rick sighed and patted their drummer on the back. "Nick, you're a dear thing, but don't you realize it's got 
nothing to do with spaghetti?" 


Alan wondered how many standoffs could possibly occur, as they listened to Roger's rough mix of "Lunatic" 
coupled with "Eclipse." It had been established that the two would be discrete pieces which were then sequed 
together, as it had been originally performed. At least that much had been agreed upon between the warring 
factions, which is to say Roger and David. As the ambiance of the end faded out, Roger suddenly sat straight 
up in his chair. 

"What on earth is that odd metallic sound?" he asked. 

"A what?" David replied, giving his bandmate a look entirely keeping with the theme of the piece. 

Alan blanched, clearing his throat and looking at the floor. "It's the heartbeat." 

He then looked up, facing four perplexed expressions. 

"Is been dubbed and looped so many times the original sound has decayed. It has a buzz" 

Rick crinkled his forehead as if he couldn't quite understand. "A buzz?" 

"Yes. I've been trying to fix it, but the problem is that its so embedded in the overall layering it's difficult to 
isolate it now. It's not as if | could just take it out and replace it altogether. If | got rid of it something else 
would go as well." 

Roger hung his head between his knees, seeming about to vomit. 

"Well that's a right pickle then, innit?" Nick quipped. 

David was attempting to remain calm, he swiveled his chair to face Alan, his fingers steepled. 


"How long have you known about this?" he asked quietly. 


"I noticed it a few days ago, when we were working on the travel sequence. At first | thought it a stray signal 


from the VC, but it wasn't on any of those tracks." 


"Why didn't you say anything then?" David continued. 


Alan flushed, wondering if he should tell the truth. He decided a half-truth would work just as well. 

"To be honest | wasn't sure if you'd actually be able to hear it too." 

Roger seemed to lurch out of his chair, coming right up on Alan who was leaning up against the console. 
"I am pleased to inform you," he said, in a clipped and menacing tone, "that my hearing is excellent" 
"Yes, yes of course it is," Alan demurred, not meeting his eyes. 

"So what do we do then?" Rick asked. 

"Well we could start by giving someone the sack," Roger snapped. 

"Calm down," David chided. 


‘Its only noticeable in certain parts," Alan explained. "I've been concentrating my efforts, as it were, on those 


particular tracks. You must have gotten ahold of the original tape for your mix." 


"Here's a task, then We will listen to this again tomorrow morning and there will be a noticeable improvement," 


Roger commanded. 


Alan nodded, and wryly mused that if he was able to substitute his own recorded heartbeat at that moment 


the problem could be solved 

"We'll leave you to it, then," David said. His tone was neutral, but Alan imagined he was also likely upset, though 
never one to throw a fit unless under extreme duress. He and Roger filed out into the corridor, their voices 
suddenly rising in volume as soon as they had exited. Rick made a long-suffering face and rose up resigned, his 
footsteps as slow as a man on his way to the gallows. 

Nick came over and put a comforting hand on Alan's shoulder. 


"Buck up, laddie. We know you'll do your best," he said. 


"I will give it my all, of course." Alan tried to sound as earnest as possible without displaying the terror which 


was also wholly present. 


"And I'll tell you something - Roger really is the only one who can hear everything. He'll hear all the things you 


never want him to." 


As he watched Nick leave the control room he suddenly felt sorry for three specific people, but saved the 
largest portion of pity for himself, running his hands over his face and through his hair. 


"Bloody hell," he whispered. 


"So | hear we're at a bit of an impasse, gents," Steve said. It was the most diplomatic thing he could think to 
say, given the situation 


Roger and David sat sulking like two boys called into the headmaster's office. 

"We are experiencing a fundamental disagreement regarding the final mix," Roger informed him. 

Steve looked at David. "ls that what it is?" 

"More or less," David deadpanned. 

"So you can't just let Alan be, to do a version?" 

"Nol" they exclaimed in unison. 

"That twit is incapable of making the types of decisions worthy of our art," Roger insisted. 

"And | hear you're being rather hard on the lad. He looks like he's been through the wars,” Steve noted. 
Roger scowled. "Is he sayin’ lm a bloody fascist then?" 

David raised a perfectly-shaped eyebrow. "How did you extrapolate accusations of totalitarianism from that?" 


"How do we solve this then?" Steve interjected He felt like he'd wandered into the middle of a debate in the 


House of Commons. Or into a cage of hungry lions. 

"We need someone else to do the final mix," Roger answered. 

"Someone who doesn't know us," David added. "Who would just do what's best for the record" 

"And who would that be?" Steve asked. "| need a shortlist, or something.” 

"Nobody in-house," Roger answered. “Start inquiring as to whoever is available.’ 

Roger had a way of phrasing which tended to imply that it was altogether obvious and therefore not worth 

his response in the first place. Steve looked off into the space above their heads, considering that he had no 
idea how to find a producer; after all, the Floyd had been assigned to Norman Smith at the beginning of their 


recording career, and since kindly but firmly giving him the nudge, had looked after themselves. It was doubtful 


they'd approve of anyone else even if it was their idea. 


Steve needed advice. And suddenly he realized that the absolute best mentor was literally under his nose. Or 


nearly: the person in question had a new studio on Oxford Street now. 

"Ah. . okay. Let me get to work then" 

"That's it? No, ‘The label is going to kill me! rubbish?" David chided. 

"They very well might, but they want the finished product, don't they?" Steve replied. 

"It is suspicious," Roger noted, turning to David, "his agreeing all quick-like.” 

"Would it do any good to protest?" asked Steve, almost rhetorically. 

"No," they said together, and Steve nearly laughed at how quickly they were unified once again 
"Then get the hell out of me office then!" he cried, waving his arms about with exaggerated bluster. 


"We don't know what you're up to," Roger said, standing up and looking down his nose at their manager, "but 


we'll find out. We always do." David, who was holding the door open for his bandmate, gave an affirming nod. 
Steve chuckled to himself as he looked through his Filofax for a particular phone number. It never failed to 


amuse him how those two could tear each other apart in seconds, but as soon as they had a common goal 


they were thick as thieves. 


Chris had insisted upon first listening to the rough mix alone; he usually made notes and developed a plan from 
his initial instincts which were generally best. When he emerged from the control room after an hour he found 
Alan waiting outside the door like a cat left out in the cold. 

"Oh there you are. So you're going to be lending me a hand then?" 


Alan tried to look neutral and uncaring but stopped short of doomed resignation as he followed the ringer back 
inside. "If I'm allowed." 


"We'll sort it out. | guess they want me to start tonight?" 
If not sooner. It's down to the wire." 
‘Its not what | expected. | mean, it's not really avant-garde at all." 


"Well, it has some interesting things going on, but it's no Ummagumma if that's what you mean" 


"It is incredibly dense in some parts, isn't it?" 
Alan nodded wearily. "You don't know the half of it” 


"| mean, | can see making it more -" he trailed off, spreading his hands to articulate his point. "But otherwise 


it's all there, it's not really lacking as far as | can tell. In fact it's bloody good for what it is.” 

"I agree. Even if | hadn't worked on it | would say it's their best record yet" 

"Steve told me I'm to talk to Roger and David -" 

"Do it separately. You'll thank me later." 

"So what's the deal then?" 

"They each have their own ideas about the final mix, and refuse to budge." 

‘Oh lovely," Chris deadpanned. "So how did the actual recording work out?" 

"Well enough. There were lots of sarcastic exchanges and sullen silences, punctuated by the occasional 
agreement. Oh, and lots of trips to the lounge to watch Monty Python Or grumbling about how they'd rather 
be watching Monty Python or going to an Arsenal match instead of spending the entire day trying to create 
one bloody sound effect" 

"Well I'd be apt to agree with that." 


"Yes but, it was their fucking idea in the first place!" 


Chris laughed. "Oh yes, don't you bloody love it when a musician says, ‘make it sound like this, but they've got 
no fucking clue what it actually takes to create their crazy idea!" 


"More than you'll ever know," Alan said, displaying the distinct stone-faced stoicism which is the hallmark of 
English sarcasm. 


"So what have they got lined up for you after this debacle?" Chris asked. 
"Dunno, but whatever it is will be easier than this." 
"But will it be as good?" 


Alan sighed, with the faint regret of wondering if his best work was already behind him. "Well that's the 


eternal question, isn't it?" 


Epilogue 


Author's Notes: 
| hope you all enjoyed this; it was really a lot of fun for me to write back then, and it was my first multi- 


chapter fic, | believe. 


It was the long dark midst of a winter's night and two men who probably should have been in their respective 
homes asleep next to their chosen women were instead lying naked together on a mattress in an otherwise 
empty flat in Chelsea sharing a post-coital joint and basking in the afterglow of a job well done..in more ways 
than one. Their faces shone with smug satisfaction in the glow of a nearby streetlamp spilling through an 


uncurtained window. 


"Sigonna be mega," David enthused, but in a soft whisper, as if he were truly afraid to say it. "Absolutely 
fucking mega." 


Roger gave him an odd look. "Let's not cart all our apples away at once, eh?" 
"And everyone will know." 

An eyebrow shot up into the dark fringe. "Know what?" 

"That we're amazing." 


The way in which David was staring at him made Roger feel as though they had embarked upon a completely 


different conversation 

"We said we weren't going to think like that.” 

"Sometimes it can't be helped." 

Those eyes, those crystalline eyes, whenever David looked at Roger with his direct azure gaze it was as if he 
could see all the way inside: past the bluster and ego, past the self-doubt and guilt, all the way into the 
yearning, dreaming center of Roger's heart. And knew very well what lay within, desiring to bring it to light. 


"Stop," Roger whispered, the heart in question suddenly pounding hard against the cage of his bores. 


"I know you despise my optimism," David said, without complaint. "But we've worked too hard to be so fucking 
dour all the time." 


"Swhy | don't like copping a buzz with you, Gilmour," Roger said, taking the roach from him. "You become such 


a typical Piscean, mooning about and such." 

"Sod off, you argumentative prat" He reclaimed the roach and took another hit. 

"I don't want to move, otherwise I'd leave you bereft of my most excellent company.” 
"You're a most excellent fuck, I'll give you that." 

"Sight charitable of you." 

| have my moments." 


Roger turned on his side and kissed his bete noire (in a manner of speaking) on the tip of his enviable nose. 


"You certai nly do." 


The fact that Roger could acknowledge these moments instead of always focusing on whatever was yet to 
occur meant that the work - for better or worse, it was difficult to tell - had indeed transformed him on a 
distinctly personal level. But what it meant for the world beyond their sleepy secretive embrace was a 
mystery as indomitable as the inscrutable yet compelling packaging it would appear in, straight into the hands 


of the collective unconscious hopefully eager to discover its' textures and nuance. 


